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Condemnes you to the death : fee them delivered over 
To execution”, "and" the hand ofdeath. 

More welcome is the ftroke ot death to me, 
Then Bultmgbroolie to England* 

Grec.M-y comfort is, that Heaven will take oor foulcs, 
And plague iniuftice-with the paines of hell- 
s'/. My‘46TdW^f^#W^«^»^, feetheha difpatch’d: 

Vncle, you fay the Queene is at your Houfe, 

For Heavens fake/airely let her be intreated. 

Tell her,I lend to her my kind commends , 

Take Ipeciall care my greet fh^s be deliver'd, 
Tor.AGenrlcmari oflnine, I have dilpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue, to her at large. 

'Bui. Thanked hlmtie VncIer come Lords away. 

To fight with <rto^ r i v aftd!His Complices-.; -a:. 

Awhdetoivork^attd^ftei! BWfiday. r ' Exunt. 
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Enter Richard, Attmerle,Carlile ,at>d Souldiers. 

Rich. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand 
Aw Yea, my Lord how brooks-yourGrace the ayre, 
After your late toffiog on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich. Needs mufti like it welf, I vveepe for ioy 
To Band upon my Kingdome oncc againe. 

Deare Earth, I doc falute thee with my hand, 

Though Rebels wound thee Withtheir Modes hoofes: 
As a long parted Mother witbher Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares, and fmilesin meeting, 
So weeping, tailing, greet I thee the Earth, 

And doe thee favour with my Royall hands, o : 

Feed not thy Soveraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, ' : > . 
Nor with thy fweetes comfort his ravenous fence: 

But 
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of Richard the fecond, 

•But let thy Spiders that fucke up thy venome- 

And heavy-gattd Toade lye m their way; 

Doing annoyanceto the treacherous feete. 

Which with ufurping fteps doe trample thee. 

Yeild flinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a Flower, 

Guard it I prethee with a lurking adder, 

Whofe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies* 
Mockenotmy fencelefle Conjuration: Lords; 

This earth (hall have a feeling, and thefe Stones 
Prove armed Souldiers,ere her native King 
Shall falter under fowle Rebellious Armes, 

O.Feare not my Lord, that power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in fpight of all. 

Anm.He meanes,my Lord, that we are too remifle. 
While ft Btillingbrooke through their fecurity, 

Growes ftrong and great, infabftance and in friends* 
Rich . Difcomfortable Cofin, knoweft thou not, 

That when the fearching Eye of Heaven is hid 
Behinde the Globe, that lights the lower world, 
Thcntheevcs and Robbers raunge abroad unfeene, 

In Murders and in out-rage bloody here.: 

But when from under this Terreftriall Ball 
Hefires the proud tops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And darts his Lightning through ev’ry guilty hole. 

Then Murders,! reaions,and detefted finnes 

(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backes) 

Stand bare and naked; trembling atthemfelves. 

So when this Thiefe,this 1 raytor Bullingbrooke, 

Who all this while hath reuelTd -in the Night* 

Shall fee us rifing in cur Throne, the Eaft, 

HisTreafons will fit blufhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the fight of day ; 

But felfe-affrighted, tremble at hisr-finne* 

Not all the water in the rough rudeSea 
Can wafli the Balme from an anoynted King ; 
he breath- of worldly men cannot depofe 
**• 1 " “ F The 
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